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The  Author  of  the  following  poems  was  lately  by  an  interposition 
Divine  Providence  placed  in  Rockwood  Asylum,  Kingston,  where 
remained  some  eighteen  months,  during  which  period  of  time  havi 
little  else  to  divert  his  attention,  wrote  the  greater  part  of  what  fol- 
lows. Considering  the  state  of  mind  an  individual  may  be  supposed 
to  be  in  while  an  inmate  of  such  an  institution,  it  cannot  be  expected 
that  the  author's  productions  will  be  of  a  first-class  character,  he  hopes, 
however,  that  they  will  not  be  altogether  uninteresting  to  a  large 
number  of  friends  and  intimate  acquaintances  in  the  neighborhood  in 
which  he  resides,  besides  a  number  of  individuals  in  adjacent  neighbor- 
hoods with  whom  he  is  not  personally  acquainted. 
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DOCTOR  DICKSON. 

The  Doctor  is  a  gentleman 
Whose  every  action  shows 

The  principles  of  love  and  truth, 
Which  in  his  bosom  glows. 

The  smile  he  we*\rs  upon  his  face, 

A  loving  mind  porways, 
While  a  peculiar  gentleness 

Attends  each  word  he  says. 

His  every  feature  indicates 
A  heart  most  right  and  true, 

Which  honors  good,  and  evil  hates, 
And  in  his  nature  grew. 

His  cheerful  looks  and  pleasing  smiles, 
And  winning  ways  combined, 

They  dissipate  a  thousand  ills 
From  the  desponding  mind. 

By  Providence  design 'd  to  till 

The  office  he  does  fill, 
To  heal  and  cheer  the  troubled  mind, 

Comfort  his  words  distill. 


T±iE  COOK  OF  ROCKWOOD 
ASYLUM. 

How  sprightly  does  the  cook  appear, 
While  at  his  work  employed, 

Within  the  neat  old  kitchen  dear, 
He  leaves  no  moments  void. 

Industry's  stamp  the  cook  does  wear, 
The  kitchen  plainly  shows, 

It's  neat  and  tidy  everywhere, 
Which  well  the  author  knows. 

It's  at  one  side  the  table  stands, 
Which  cleanliness  displays ; 

In  proper  time,  with  his  own  hands, 
The  food  thereon  he  lays. 

While  brightly  shines  the  cooking  stove 

Neat  in  one  corner  plac'd, 
A  row  of  shining  tins  above, 

In  which  your  shaddow's  trac'd. 


Full  proof  that  he's  a  tidy  man, 

To  every  mind  conveys. 
To  keep  the  kitchen  neat  and  clean, 

His  time  employs  always. 

From  early  morn,  till  late  at  night, 
You'll  find  nini  busy  still. 

Each  day  with  pleasure  and  delight, 
His  office  he  does  fill. 


BRITAIN. 

Britain,  thou  art  a  land  of  skill, 
Whence  useful  knowledge  goes, 

To  enlighten  heathen  nations  still, 
Where  darkness  overflows. 

A  light  unto  the  nations  round, 

Extending  far  and  wide  ; 
A  fount  of  knowledge  whose  blest 
streams, 

Of  truth  are  never  dried . 

A  land,  where  sciences  and  ai  ts 
And  knowledge  ever  grows, 

Progressing  still,  in  all  her  parts, 
And  no  cessation  knows. 

Thence  heavenly  truth  and  gospel  light, 
Throughout  the  world  extend. 

To  nations  wrapt  in  spiritual  night, 
To  earth's  remotest  end. 

A  land,  where  liberty  prevails, 

Ot  just  and  equal  laws, 
Where  sweetest  union  ever  dwells 

In 

undisturbed  repose. 

She  holds  the  nations  all  in  awe 
Which  do  her  coasts  surround, 

No  land  this  earth  has  ever  s, 
For  conquest  so  renowned. 

Among  Hie  nations  of  the  earth, 
None  can  with  her  compare, 

For  sweetest  union,  noble  worth, 
And  conquest  everywhere. 
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CANADA. 

Fair  Canada,  sweet  land  of  peace, 

No  land  on  earth  like  thee  ; 
Thy  sons,  a  noble  hardy  race, 

Are  from  all  bondage  free. 
Allegiance  to  Old  England  still, 

Although  they  do  maintain 
They  love  each  sweet  Canadian  hill, 

And  wish  for  Britain's  reign. 

Fair  Canada,  her  woods  and  fields 

With  noble  scenes  abound, 
Such  beauteous  hills  and  lovely  vales, 

Elsewhere  cannot  be  found. 
No  forests  on  this  globe  of  ours, 

Are  with  such  timber  filled, 
Such  timber  as  is  found  in  her's. 

No  other  forests  yield. 

No  place  where  unity  prevails 

To  such  a  high  degree, 
From  envy,  strife  and  inward  brawls, 

No  land  on  earth  more  free. 
With  peace,  and  happiness,  and  love, 

Long  may  her  sons  be  blest, 
As  heavenly  wisdom  may  approve, 

With  glory  to  invest. 

PETERBOROUGH. 

Hail,  sweet  and  lovely  little  town, 
Where  business  prospers  well ; 

Where  love  and  loyalty  unite, 
And  there  together  dwell. 

No  town  or  city  in  this  land, 
This  day  compares  with  thee, 

Howe'er  with  architecture  grand, 
Adorn'd  its  dwellings  be. 

Thy  spires  ascending  to  the  skies, 
Are  seen  some  miles  away, 

While  dazzling  with  the  sun's  bright  rays 
Much  beauty  they  display. 

More  loving  friends  of  truth  and  right, 

No  citizens  could  be, 
Nor  those  that  dwell  within  thy  bounds 

And  land  surrounding  thee. 


To  crush  the  foes  of  this  our  land, 
Who  thought  to  do  us  wrong, 

None  did  engage  with  heart  and  mind 
And  courage  half  so  strong. 

Prosperity  attend  thee  still, 

Thy  beauty  never  cease, 
As  coming  years  do  onward  roll, 

Thy  grandeur  still  increase. 

YIEW  FROM  ROCKWOOD 
ASYLUM. 

The  morning  sun  arises  bright, 

All  things  with  beauty  dyes, 
His  glorious  beams  of  azure  light 

Descending  from  the  skies. 
They  dissipate  the  shades  of  night, 

At  morn  which  disappears, 
All  nature  point  in  golden  light, 

All  round  our  earthly  sphere. 

A  lovely  scene  presents  the  eye 

With  each  returning  day, 
From  out  the  place  where  several 
months, 

I  have  been  led  to  stay. 
The  lake,  one  vast  extensive  sheet 

Of  waters,  does  appear, 
While  various  boats  perform  their  route 

Upon  its  waters  clear. 

Its  beauteous  islands,  deck'd  with  green. 

Distinctly  can  be  viewed, 
Its  lovely  banks,  with  pleasant  groves 

And  flowers  are  bestrewed. 
While  Dr.  Dickson's  mansion  stands 

Amid  a  grove  of  trees. 
Green  woods  and  cultivated  lands, 

The  eye  distinctly  sees. 

The  prospect  which  I  daily  view. 

Is  pleasing  to  my  sight, 
Invigorates  and  cheers  anew, 

And  fills  me  with  delight. 
It  makes  me  happy  every  day, 

While  o'er  its  scenes  I  roam, 
That  if  I  were  not  far  away, 

I'd  think  myself  at  home. 
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ON  Mr.  GILLESPIE'S  MARRIAGE 

The  subject  of  my  verse  of  late, 

With  inconsiderate  haste 
fL.s  rushed  into  the  marriage  state. 

Its  fancied  joys  to  taste. 

Its  joys  with  him  will  soon  be  o'er, 

If  future's  as  the  past, 
If  lucre  still  he  does  adore, 

And  tries  with  equal  zest. 

In  coining  years  his  cash  to  hoard 

Up  closely  in  his  till, 
Where  all  his  earnings  safely  stored 

'Gainst  days  of  fancied  ill. 

Each  dollar  as  he  earns  it  adds 

Unto  kis  hidden  store, 
He  often  to  his  till  proceeds, 

And  counts  it  o'er  and  o'er. 

To  mar  his  happiness  'twill  tend, 
When  soon  perhaps  he'll  find, 

His  wife  as  much  disposed  to  spend, 
As  he's  to  hoard,  inclin'd. 


THE   GUINEA   PIG  AND  THE 
FEMALE  DOG„ 

I  knew  a  certain  Guinea  pig, 

About  fifteen  years  old, 
Kept  by  a  farmer  in  this  land, 

Of  which  some  tales  are  told. 
This  Guinea  pig,  as  I  have  heard, 

Was  much  inclined  to  play 
A  certain  game,  was  much  endear'd 

And  practiced  every  day. 

There  also  was  a  female  dog, 

Of  the  same  age  as  he, 
Kept  by  the  farmer  and  his  wife 

To  amuse  the  family. 
The  dog,  she  like  a  daughter  was, 

The  pig,  was  like  a  son, 
They  were  restricted  to  no  laws, 

At  large  the  two  did  run. 


The  dog  as  playful  as  the  pig, 

Was  of  an  equal  mind. 
For  sporting  at  his  favorite  game 

She  felt  as  much  inclined. 
Their  love  appears  while  at  their  games 

Transcending  human  thought, 
Again  at  certain  other  times. 

Like  tigers  too  they  fought. 

The  old  Scotch  farmer  and  his  wife, 

At  first  were  gratified 
To  have  these  two  beneatli  their  roof, 

And  m  their  house  abide. 
With  interest  they  observed  for  years. 

Their  favorite  pets  at  play, 
Who  occupied  the  early  hours 

Of  each  returning  day. 

With  seeming  pleasure  and  delight, 

At  their  fond  sports  engaged, 
They  jumped  and  frisked  with  all  their 
might, 

First  loving,  then  enraged, 
This  couple  and  their  favorite  game. 

Did  loose  their  power  to  please, 
In  bloom  of  youth  they  both  became 

The  subjects  of  disease. 

Contagious  was  the  sad  complaint, 

Of  which  they  subjects  were, 
To  all  it  will  infection  send, 

To  each  an  equl  share. 
Who  did  associate  with  them, 

While  at  their  foolish  plays, 
Who  did  in  their  amusements  join 

Or  travell'd  in  their  ways. 

To  wander  from  the  farmer's  house. 

And  never  enter  more. 
It  now  became  this  couple's  lot 

Their  misery  to  deplore. 


ROOKWOOD  ASYLUM. 

No  Institution  of  the  kind. 

Exists  in  this  our  day, 
Where  treatment  to  restores  tie?  mind, 

From  reason's  paths  that  stray. 
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The  lovely  scenes  which  do  surround 

Like  magic  act  alway, 
They  please  the  fancy,  cheer  the  mind, 

The  frenzied  brain  allay. 

Next  added  to  its  pleasing  scenes 

Which  interest  you  still, 
O'er  it  the  Dr.  superintends, 

With  an  amazing  skill. 

In  each  apartment  you  behold 

Both  cleanliness  and  taste, 
No  spot  its  ceilings  do  unfold, 

Nor  on  its  walls  is  traced. 

On  every  hand  where'er  you  turn 
Its  wood  works  brightly  shine, 

Its  floors  with  dazzling  lustre  burn 
On  which  a  Lord  might  dine. 


THE  DUMB  WAITEB. 

You'll  find  it  at  the  appointed  hour 

All  ready  at  its  post, 
To  serve  with  energy  and  power 

When  it  is  wanted  most. 

Its  functions  nicely  it  performs 
While  not  a  word  it  says, 

By  spoiling  goods  it  ne'er  alarms, 
Nor  wearies  with  delays. 

Of  feet  and  hands  'tis  not  possess'd. 

But  made  by  human  art, 
It  always  to  the  uttermost 

Does  strictly  act  its  part. 

With  perfect  safety  it  convers 
Both  morning,  noon  and  night, 

The  breakfasts,  dinners  and  the  teas, 
With  much  unfeign'd  delight. 

To  several  wards  within  the  house, 
From  basement  to  the  top, 

No  articles,  however  loose. 
Does  in  its  pathway  drop. 

Its  manager  without  a  wordj 

Obedience  still  secures, 
Its  duty  does  as  to  its  lord 

If  you  attend  to  yours. 


THE  MAN  OF  SMITHVILLE. 

Once  in  this  country  lived  a  man, 

A  man  of  demon  form, 
Who  scarce  deserved  the  human  name, 

So  void  of  every  charm. 

A  cobbler  was  his  father's  trade, 

A  farmer  was  his  own, 
His  sole  delight  was  to  defraud, 

Would  justice  do  to  none. 

Old  Roger  was  his  father's  name, 
While  Jack  the  son  was  styl'd, 

You'd  think  from  India's  land  they  came, 
Or  Afric's  desert  wild. 

Roth  by  the  manners  and  the  looks 
Which  each  jf  them  display'd, 

So  heathenish  their  words  and  acts 
Before  the  public  laid. 

Themselves  and  all  they  did  possess 

They  each  to  Satan  sold, 
In  hopes  a  fortune  to  amass 

Of  silver  and  of  gold. 

Depending  stil  on  Satan's  power 
To  raise  their  earthly  state, 

And  save  in  danger's  trying  hour 
From  every  evil  fate. 

Especially  of  the  son  I  speak — 

He  done  the  Devil's  will, 
And  every  day  and  every  week 

He  served  his  pleasure  still. 

As  grew  his  eagerness  for  wealth, 
His  wealth  did  still  decrease, 

While  gradually  he  lost  his  health, 
And  happiness  and  peace. 

About  the  farm  his  father  own'd 

The  two  did  disagree, 
God's  providence  upon  him  frown'd, 

His  lot  was  misery. 

An  object  of  the  people's  hate 

All  round  he  soon  became, 
To  leave  the  country  was  his, 

With  sad  regret  and  shame. 
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He  lingered  in  a  foreign  land 
'Neath  misery's  weight  of  woe, 

By  suicide  his  life  did  end, 
Thus  Satan  lay'd  him  low. 

The  father  shared  an  equal  late. 
With  his  most  wicked  son, 

From  the  disordered  house  he  kept 
The  country  he  did  ruin. 


INTOXICATING  LIQUOR 

Its  devotees  doth  cause  to  live 

A  lite  of  misery  here, 
Through  its  effects  sad  families  grieve, 

►Shed  many  a  bitter  tear. 

Debased,  degraded,  and  destroyed, 

It  lays  its  victims  low 
In  misery,  want,  and  shame  and  sin, 

And  every  kind  of  woe. 

Tis  thus  it  leaves  the  sons  of  men, 
Whom  first  it  doth  deprave, 

Who  drink  its  liquid  poison  in, 
Do  lill  a  drunkards  grave. 


THE  WAY  TO  HAPPINESS. 

How  blest  are  they  who  walk  aright 

In  virtue's  lovely  ways. 
Make  truth  and  honor  their  delight, 

And  business  all  their  days. 

Engage  in  works  of  love  each  dav, 
With  pure  and  upright  mind, 

Relieving  those  in  every  way 
Who  in  distress  they  find. 

Their  works  of  love  will  get  reward, 

Be  blest  of  God  above, 
Their  efforts  with  success  be  crown'd, 

Which  spring  from  holy  love. 

True  virtue,  friend  of  human  kind, 
Preserves  from  sinful  ways, 

Promotes  the  health,  exalts  the  mind 
Adorns  with  every  grace. 


ON  THE  FENIANS. 

It's  lately  there  arose  a  band 
To  oppose  this  land  of  ours, 

To  subjugate  this  noble  lani, 
To  foreign  papal  powers. 

That  such  the  object  is  well  known, 
These  rowdies  had  in  view, 

To  put  our  laws  of  freedom  down, 
And  our  religion  low. 

That  ty rany  to  establish  here 
Which  governs  other  lands, 

Has  kept  them  many  a  tedious  year 
In  Popery's  slavish  bands. 

To  numbers  vast,  this  band  has  grown, 

A  dissolute  rowdy  crew, 
As  convicts  chiefly  are  they  known, 

Who  have  from  justice  Hew. 

Their  numbers  all  they  summoned  up. 

Our  country  to  invade, 
Intending  war  should  never  stop 
!     Till  they  were  victors  made. 

Their  fondest  hopes  were  brought  to 
nought, 

Their  every  effort  vain, 
Their  numbers  all  were  put  to  route, 

And  driven  back  again. 

They  scarce  pre:  umed  to  fire  a  shot, 

Or  with  our  men  engage, 
Their  appearance  caused  them  to  retreat 

Of  brave  men  ol  our  age. 

Before  our  brave  Canadian  boys, 
They  could  not  stand  to  fight, 

Like  cowards  ran  in  difFert  ways, 
Still  falling  in  their  flight 

The  reckless  sots  could  not  endure 
The  sons  of  truth  and  right, 

Whose  loyal  hearts  disdain  to  fear. 
But  were  resolved  to  fight 

To  fight  against  the  opposing  foe, 
With  courage  firm  and  bold. 

With  energy  each  scene  renew, 
Until  they  were  controlled. 
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In  Canada  we've  loyal  men, 

Who  never  yield  to  fear. 
And  that  these  rowdy  Fenians  learn'd, 

For  which  they  paid  full  dear. 


HONEST  JACK. 


Its  honest  Jack,  old  Roger's  son. 

To  see  his  walk  out  by, 
You'd  think  that  he,  an  upright  man. 

From  evil  works  would  fly. 

That  works  of  vice  and  sinful  ways 

He  did  entirely  shun, 
And  in  the  upright  paths  of  peace 

With  eagerness  did  run. 

He  differs  much  when  he's  at  home, 

In  all  his  private  ways, 
A  heart  inclined  to  vice  and  sins 

His  every  act  displays. 

To  practice  evil  takes  delight, 
And  keeps  it  close  concealed, 

With  marks  of  sin  both  day  and  night, 
His  habitation's  filled. 

Its  at  a  certain  sinful  game, 
Both  day  and  night  he  plays, 

The  basest  kinds  of  vice  and  sins 
A  re  in  his  secret  ways. 

If  all  the  evil  works  were  known, 

In  which  he  takes  delight, 
For  months  I  might  employ  my  pen, 

And  then  begin  to  write. 

They'd  fill  a  volume,  great  and  large, 
If  they  were  written  down, 

But  other  work  will  I  discharge, 
From  making  them  all  known. 


SPRING. 

Hail  beauteous  season  of  the  year, 
Thou  sweet  and  smiling  spring, 

In  grandeur  decked  thou  dost  appear, 
To  earth  fresh  verdure  bring. 


The  face  of  nature  smiles  once  more. 

Soon  as  thy  face  appears, 
The  fields  with  ver  lure  covered  o'er, 

A  lovely  aspect  wears. 

The  little  birds  with  sweetest  lays, 

Now  in  the  branches  sing. 
Which  through  loinr  dreary  winter  days 

Were  scarcely  on  the  wing. 

Invigorated  and  renewed, 
All  things  most  lovely  are, 

The  goodness  and  the  power  of  God 
Does  everywhere  appear. 

In  all  his  works,  in  all  his  ways, 

We  see  his  love  Divine, 
His  goodness  to  our  sinful  race, 

In  nature's  works  doth  shine. 


ON  THE  MURDER  OF  A  PENI- 
TENTIARY) GUARD. 

A  tragedy  of  late  took  place, 

The  effect  of  sin  and  crime, 
Which  sweeps  off  numbers  of  our  race, 

In  early  youthful  prime. 
The  prison  guard  a  victim  fell, 

Unto  the  convict's  hand, 
Who  lodged  within  the  prison  wall, 

As  justice  doth  demand. 

Against  the  laws  of  truth  and  right, 

Because  they  did  offend, 
Some  years  it  was  these  convict's  lot, 

In  prison  walls  to  spend. 
Two  of  these  convicts  did  combine, 

A  little  plot  they  formed, 
To  leave  their  prison  walls  behind, 

With  thought  of  freedom  charmed. 

The  plot  in  which  they  did  engage, 

It  was  the  guard  to  kill, 
And  add  unto  their  first  outrage 

This  horrid  deed  of  ill. 
j  This  sad  addition  to  the  crime, 
I     Which  them  to  prison  led, 
They  perpetrated  wickedly, 
In  hopes  of  getting  freed. 
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To  flee  unto  another  land, 

And  to  escape  thereby, 
Soon  as  this  cruel  deed  was  done, 

The  two  did  vainly  try. 
To  shun  the  effect  of  such  a  crime, 

All  efforts  were  in  vain, 
The  two  were  brought  in  a  short  time. 

To  prison  back  aijain. 

Placed  in  a  darksome  cell  beneath. 

Their  trial  to  await, 
Which  by  a  sad  and  shameful  death, 

Will  end  their  earthly  state. 

 «. »  «.  

THE  STORE  KEEPER. 


There's  not  a  merchant  in  the  land 

More  busily  employed, 
Nor  one  whose  act  powers  of  mind, 

Are  more  severely  tried. 

Each  morning  with  the  rising  sun, 

He  to  his  store  repairs, 
And  there  at  once  he  does  begin 

To  distribute  his  wares. 

That  early  hour  does  seldom  find 
Him  absent  from  bis  place, 

There  at  his  desk  with  pen  in  hand, 
His  station  keeps  alwavs, 

To  all  of  his  professions  he 

A  blight  example  sets, 
He's  strictly  punctual  to  his  charge 

His  duty  ne'er  forgets. 


ON  THE  SAME— A  MISTAKE 
CORRECTED. 

As  man  is  liable  to  err, 

In  all  his  works  and  ways, 

However  perfect  he  appears, 
Or  brilliant  gifts  display. 

So  in  my  former  verse  I  made 

A  somewhat  sad  mistake, 
Which  now  in  order  to  correct, 

My  pen  in  hand  I  take. 


|  I  said  that  duty  was  witli  him 
|     As  days  successive  past, 
His  principal  delight  and  one 
On  which  his  mind  was  cast. 

I  'Tis  here  I  find  my  sad  mistake, 
Which  now  I  wish  to  mend, 

|  I  therefore  tnese  few  verses  make 
In  order  to  that  end. 

!  Some  things  within  his  store  he  puts 
To  an  unnatural  use, 
While  all  the  cups  and  basins  he 
Does  shamefully  abuse. 

j  He's  quite  unfit  his  nlace  to  fill 
I     His  habits  are  so  low, 
I  am  asham'd  the  truth  to  tell. 
Their  full  extent  to  show. 

| 

|  He's  lately  moved  from  out  the  place 

Where  long  he  kept  his  stand, 
For  his  base  conduct,  evil  ways, 
Are  seen  on  every  hand. 

I 

I  Within  the  place  he  occupies, 

The  dead  has  often  lay, 
J  Pei  haps  while  in  that  lonely  place, 

He'll  think  upon  his  way. 


HANDSTAFF  ANDREW. 

I  now  attention  to  my  poem 

From  every  one  request, 
Which  tells  you  of  an  awkward  hound 

In  human  likeness  dressed. 
As  Handstaff  Andrew  he  is  known. 

Most  awkward  are  bis  ways, 
A  sport  for  all  the  people  round, 

The  people  of  his  place. 

He  was  so  stupid  in  his  youth. 

He  ceuld  not  learn  at  school, 
To  you  the  method  he  pursued, 

I'll  now  describe  in  full. 
For  reading  'tis  a  thing  whic  h  he 

Ne'er  could  make  out  to  do, 
In  counting  he  does  make  a  mark, 

None  but  himself  does  know. 
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He  sometimes  takes  a  bit  of  bark, 

To  represent  a  bill, 
And  often  with  small  bits  of  sticks. 

One  pocket  he  does  fill. 
He  has  a  black  old  leather  purse, 

In  which  his  money's  placed, 
And  to  his  body  with  a  strap 

lie  keeps  it  tightly  braced. 

His  avariciousness  for  wealth, 

Gould  hardly  be  surpassed, 
For  money  sacrificed  his  health, 

And  braved  each  stormy  bla*.t, 
Its  barefoot  in  the  winter  time, 

Or  without  socks  he  goes, 
Works  like  a  horse  with  backwoodsmen 

Through  frost  and  frozen  snows. 


ROGER  MAGUIRE. 

There  lives  a  man  in  Smith ville, 

Now  at  the  present  time, 
Whose  public  walks  and  private  ways, 

Does  well  deserve  a  rhyme. 

Its  on  lot  six,  concession  five, 

That  is  his  dwelling  place, 
He's  noted  by  his  neighbors  round 

For  strange  and  foolsh  ways. 

He  seldom  rises  from  his  bed, 

Till  eight  or  nine  o'clock, 
Then  through  the  house  does  idly  tread 

Engaged  in  foolish  talk. 

In  everything  he  undertakes, 

Some  failing  he  displays, 
Amusement  for  the  young  he  makes, 

Along  the  public  ways. 

From  every  house,  each  side  the  road, 

As  far  as  he  is  seen, 
Echoes  of  laughter  meets  his  ear. 

With  strange  remarks  between. 

Some  think  its  surely  Nicky  ben, 

That  passes  by  that  way, 
While  others  think  it  some  strange 
sight, 

Before  the  jndgnient  day. 


His  head,  the  first  tiling  that  appears, 

At  once  attracts  the  eye, 
The  old  black  cap  is  on  it  placed, 

( )r  hat  of  equal  dye. 

When  Roaer  travels  to  a  place, 
Where  he  has  seldom  been, 

There  generally  a.  brave  haversac 
Along  the  road  is  seen. 

Soon  as  his  figure  comes  in  view. 

The  animals  take  fright, 
As  deer  in  the  forest  do, 

When  wolves  appear  in  sight. 

Ne'er  since  +he  land  in  which  he  lives, 

By  man  was  occupied, 
Lived  there  a  man  who  old  and  young, 

With  antics  so  supplied. 

Long  as  the  people  of  this  place, 

To  mirth  do  feel  inclined. 
The  name  of  Roger  and  his  ways. 

Will  still  be  kept  in  mind. 


MY  LOVE. 


Among  the  fairest  of  the  fair, 

No  fairer  lass  than  she, 
Her  cheeks  like  lovely  roses, 
I     More  lovely  could  not  be. 

The  sweetness  which  her  looks  express, 
I     Cannot  be  well  expressed, 
j  None  of  her  sex  with  loveliness, 
Of  person  are  so  blest. 

I  Besides  the  sweetness  of  her  looks, 
j     Which  beauty  full  displays, 
I  In  virtue's  pleasant  way  she  walks, 
j     Which  brings  true  happiness. 

|  Its  every  blessing  nature  owns. 

Or  on  mankind  bestows, 
Or  with  which  virtue  ever  crowns 
Those  who  her  pathway  choose 

She  does  most  richly  possess, 

And  that  in  high  degree, 
May  happiness  and  lasting  peace. 

Her  portion  ever  be. 

In  virtue's  sweet  and  pleasant  way, 

May  she  forever  tread, 
With  energy  from  day  to  day, 

Still  in  her  path  proceed. 
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SERGEANT  NEWTON. 

Newton's  a  man  in  all  whose  ways 
Both  truth  and  honour  shine, 

Who  by  base  conduct  never  tries 
The  good  to  undermine. 

But  who  endeavors  still  to  win 

Unto  God's  holy  ways, 
He  that  doth  tread  in  paths  of  sin, 

And  from  the  Saviour  strays. 

To  turn  the  wandering  souls  of  men 

To  seek  the  Saviour's  face, 
And  lead  them  from  the  ways  of  sin 

The  gospel  to  embrace, 

Is  work  in  which  he  takes  delight 

And  eagerly  pursues, 
Though  some  his  loving  counsels  slight 

And  hate  the  gospel  news. 

What  he  doth  still  by  precept  teach 
He  by  example  shows, 
And  from  his  lips  continually 
The  truth  incessant  flows. 

At  home,  as  in  the  battle  field 

By  all  alike  admired, 
For  constancy  and  courage  bold 

Wrhen  duty  is  required. 


THE  SCOTCH  WEAVER. 

An  old  Scotch  Weaver,  at  the  time 
Of  which  I  write  my  verse, 

In  Smithviile  lived,  on  the  sixth  line, 
Whose  history  I  rehearse. 

For  tricks  of  stealing  and  defraud 
Was  talked  of  far  and  near, 

None  e'er  possess'd  the  weaver  trade 
So  noted  in  his  sphere. 

When  that  profession  he  began 

Its  many  ways  he  tried, 
To  gain  the  public  custom  round 

And  keep  himself  employed. 


A  patch  of  cloth  six  inches  square 

H  e  in  his  pocket  placed, 
Then  through  the  country  everywhere, 

His  footsteps  might  be  traced. 

The  custom  all  to  have  obtained 

By  this  process  he  thought, 
By  showing  specimens  all  round 

Of  patterns  which  he  wrought. 

The  weaver  and  his  old  wife  both 

Did  travel  many  days, 
To  show  the  various  kinds  of  cloth 

They  wrought  m  different  ways. 

Each  year  as  sleighing  season  came 

The  two  did  wend  their  way 
Throughout  the  neighboring  country 
round 

For  to  collect  their  pay. 

Their  annual  visits,  duly  paid, 

Were  interesting  times, 
While  at  each  house  this  couple  scay'd 

And  did  collect  their  dimes. 

Amusement  and  the  best  of  fun 

Each  household  did  enjoy, 
As  hours  unoticed  did  pass  on 

Their  tongues  they  nicl  employ 

Old  Peter  in  his  Scotch  tongue 

Told  many  a  curious  tale 
Of  times  and  seasons  past  and  gone, 

In  an  old  Scottish  vale. 

While  Betsy  talked  about  the  way 
In  which  she  spool'd  the  yarn, 

By  sitting  close  from  day  to  day 
!She  was  fatigued  and  worn. 

The  like  of  Peter  and  his  wife 
This  land  has  never  known, 

That  they  did  lead  a  wondrous  life 
Their  neighbors  all  will  own. 

The  laboring  men  oft  eas'd  their  toils, 
And  spent  some  merry  days, 

In  speaking  of  their  foolish  tales 
And  their  peculiar  ways. 
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THE  BAKER. 

The  Baker's  master  of  his  trade, 

He  understands  it  well, 
In  making  sweet  and  wholesome  bread 

All  others  does  excel. 

It's  never  sour  but  always  sweet 

And  pleasing  to  the  taste, 
Invites  the  loathing  appetite, 

Is  easy  to  digest. 

Eash  day's  production  does  exceed 

The  one  that  went  before, 
In  quality  his  wholesome  bread 

Increases  more  and  more. 

The  rules  the  baker  does  observe 
From  which  he  seldom  strays, 

Do  most  especially  deserve 
To  be  admired  always. 

The  first  and  most  important  rule 

To  which  he  does  attend, 
Which  if  observed  does  never  fail 

Of  a  successful  end. 

So  to  engage  with  heart  and  mind 
And  purpose  firm  and  strong, 

To  do  aright  the  work  in  hand, 
Omitting  every  wrong. 

NEW  YEAR'S  DAY. 

We  hail  with  joy  thy  glad  return 

Another  New  Years  day, 
To  assuage  the  grief  of  those  who  mourn 

And  chase  their  fears  away. 
May  Heaven  a  blessing  from  above 

Vouchsafe  to  them  we  pray, 
And  make  them  happy  in  God's  love 

On  this  glad  New  Year's  day. 

As  the  old  year's  now  past  and  gone 

Let  every  grief  subside, 
May  those  who  'neath  sin's  burden 
groan 

Now  feel  the  blood  applied. 
Receive  that  faith  which  looks  to  Him 

Who  bore  their  sins  away, 
And  feel  his  love's  bright  rising  beam 
On  this  glad  New  Year's  day. 


The  sorrow  of  all  former  years 

Be  now  forever  past, 
And  joy  succeed  the  place  of  fears 

As  long  as  life  shall  last. 
The  joy  this  world  can  never  give 

Nor  can  it  take  away, 
Let  every  soul  of  man  arise 

On  this  glad  New  Year's  day. 

On  this  glad  morn  which  ushers  in 

The  year  of  Seventy-one, 
Let  every  sorrow,  every  sin, 

Forever  mere  be  gone. 
Abandon'd  be  all  evil  works, 

And  every  sinful  way, 
More  circumspect  be  all  our  walks 

Beginning  on  this  day. 


ON  MY  COMMITMENT  TO  R 
ASYLUM. 

For  several  months  I  have  been  kept, 
Within  this  place  confined, 

With  lunatics  and  common  fools, 
And  idiots  all  combined. 

No  charge  of  crime  against  me's  laid, 

Nor  real  deeds  of  wrong, 
My  reasoning  faculties  are  g*x>d, 

My  powers  of  mind  are  strong. 

That  I  did  violate  the  laws, 

Of  this  our  iioble  land, 
Engaged  in  ugly  brawls  and  rows, 

No  evidence  will  stand. 

No  feet  e'er  trod  Canadian  soil, 
Which  bore,  a  heart  more  true, 

Or  more  opposed  to  each  turmoil, 
That  would  her  peace  undo. 

More  loving  of  her  upright  laws, 

No  subject  e'er  could  be, 
Or  more  respect  the  happy  ways, 

Of  truth  and  liberty. 

My  country's  happiness  and  peace, 

I  still  delight  to  see, 
May  truth  and  amity  increase, 

Amongst  her  progeny. 
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A  want  of  knowledge  is  the  cause, 
Of  ray  real  state  of  mind, 

And  not  for  violating  laws, 
I  have  been  here  confined 


DR.  KING. 

Young  gentlemen  of  good  estate, 
Who  in  this  country  dwell, 

A  mournful  story  I  relate, 

Which  you  should  ponder  well. 

A  man  of  late,  who  King  was  nam'd, 

In  Britain  did  reside, 
A  maiden  fair,  for  beauty  fam'd, 

Became  his  happy  bride. 

True  happiness  this  loving  pair, 

Had  in  each  other  found, 
With  sons  at  length,  and  daughters 
fair, 

Their  ardent  loves  were  crowned. 

Their  first  born  son  to  educate, 

Became  their  chiefest  care, 
And  having  now  a  large  estate, 

They  no  expense  did  spare. 

He  was  a  bright  and  handsome  boy, 

And  as  his  stature  grew, 
Did  rapidly  increase  each  day, 

In  useful  knowledge  grew. 

His  father  did  all  he  could  do, 
With  such  to  store  his  mind, 

In  seeking  after  knowledge  too, 
The  son  was  much  inclined. 

A  doctor  he  at  length  became, 
W  hose  skill  was  mucu  renown'd 

And  far  and  wide  soon  spread  his  fame 
Throughout  the  country  round. 

A  partner  now  for  life  he  sought, 
His  weal  and  woe  to  share, 

To  cheer  him  when  by  sickness  brought 
Or  sorro  w  to  dispair. 

A  neighbor  girl  of  wealth  and  faine, 

Did  suit  his  fancy  well, 
Miss  Lawson  was  her  maiden  name, 

In  Brighton  she  did  dwell. 


To  her  his  mind,  he  open  laid. 

And  her  affections  gained, 
And  soon  to  be  his  wedded  bride, 

Her  heart  and  hand  obtained. 

The  first  three  months  together  tbey 

In  peace  and  love  did  spend, 
j  Their  joys  alas  did  then  decay, 
I     Their  happiness  did  end. 

J  A  well  accomplished  damsel  came, 
j     To  visit  Mrs  King, 
And  his  affections  she  did  gain, 
So  sweetly  she  did  sing. 

His  wife,  which  once  the  Dr.  loved, 

He  now  did  really  hate, 
And  sought  for  means  to  end  her  life. 

By  an  untimely  fate. 

Some  subtle  poison  he  did  use, 

Which  took  her  life  away 
And  thus  made  void  hts  solemn  vows. 

Made  on  their  wedding  day. 

Soon  as  the  cruel  deed  was  done. 

He  and  his  damsel  fair, 
With  eager  haste  to  Yankee  Town, 

For  refuge  did  repair. 

Yain  was  each  scheme  he  did  contrive, 

From  justice  for  to  flee, 
Some  officers  did  there  arrive, 

Almost  as  soon  as  he. 

He  to  his  consternation  found, 

Himself  a  prisoner  made, 
And  the  base  deed  which  he  had  done, 

Before  the  public  layed. 

In  Cobourg  jail  he  was  confined, 

His  trial  to  await, 
The  day  arrived  he  was  condemned, 

To  meet  a  doleful  fate. 

Now  bitterly  did  he  regret, 

The  crime  which  he  had  done, 

But  now  too  late  Ins  life  to  save, 
His  sentence  thus  did  run. 

That  he  in  prison  should  remain 
Until  a  certain  day, 
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And  on  the  gallows  for  his  crime, 
His  life  he  then  should  pay. 

His  few  remaining  days  of  time, 
In  prison  he  did  spend, 

Until  the  fatal  ninth  of  June, 
His  mortal  life  did  end. 


CHRISTMAS  DAY  IN  R.  ASYLUM 

The  subject  upon  which  I  write, 

Is  worthy  of  my  poem, 
The  scenes  of  which  took  place  of  late 

Within  this  happy  home. 

The  house  adorned  with  evergreens, 
When  daylight  did  appear, 

Nothing  but  beauty  met  the  eye, 
And  order  everywhere. 

Along  the  corridor  a  row 

Of  tables  might  be  traced, 
While  rich  provisions  neatly  dressed, 

On  each  of  them  were  placed. 

The  skill  of  our  efficient  cook, 
The  victuals  planly  showed, 

For  dinner  at  the  appointed  hour, 
All  things  in  order  stood. 

The  patients  from  the  several  wards, 

Were  gathered  into  one, 
The  organ  sweetest  music  played, 

Before  the  meal  began. 

On  all  God's  blessing  to  invoke, 

His  servant  then  arose, 
When  of  his  bounty  all  partook, 

By  giving  thanks  did  close. 


SATAN. 


Satan,  the  author  of  all  sins, 

And  cause  of  every  ill, 
From  heaven's  height  who  was  cast 
down, 

To  the  abode  of  hell- 


j  A  bright  archangel  once  he  stood, 
In  heaven's  glorious  bliss, 
And  ministered  before  our  God, 
In  yon  bright  courts  of  his. 

With  the  high  station  which  he  filled 

Became  dissatified, 
Against  his  maker  be  rebelled, 

Through  thoughts  of  haughty  pride. 

Himself  above  the  Lord  to  raise, 

Who  all  things  did  create, 
The  universe  through  endless  days, 

To  rule  in  royal  state. 

j  These  were  the  thoughts  that  filled  his 
mind, 

When  'gainst  the  Lord  he  fought, 
While  countless  rebel  angels  joined, 
Who  with  him  were  cast  out. 

By  God  himself  forever  doomed, 

To  scenes  of  endless  woe. 
From  suffering  which  shall  never  end, 

No  respite  they  shall  know. 

To  lead  the  parents  of  our  race 
From  God's  most  holy  ways, 

And  rob  them  of  their  heavenly  bliss 
He  next  his  art  displays. 

The  works  of  God  to  overthrow 

Is  Satan's  sole  desire, 
Has  plung'd  our  ruin'd  race  in  woe 

By  leading  them  to  sin. 

SOUTH  DUMMER  REVIVAL. 

God's  saving  power  let  us  adore, 

And  magnify  his  name, 
Who  sent  his  truthful  servant  here 

The  gospel  to  proclaim. 

This  holy  man  of  God  approved, 

With  love  divine  inspired, 
To  us  proclaimed  the  gospel  news 
With  zeal  that  never  tir'd. 

They  all  at  first  refused  to  hear, 

They  heard  but  would  not  yield, 
His  faith  and  hope  undaunted  were 
By  power  divine  upheld. 
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To  God  incessantly  he  cried, 

For  the  descending  rain. 
For  showers  of  grace  divine  lie  pray'd, 

Nor  did  he  pray  in  vain. 

Soon  God  in  mercy  lent  an  ear, 

Unto  his  servant's  cry. 
When  lo,  a  rich  and  glorious  shower, 

Descended  from  on  high. 

Great  sinners  were  convinced  of  sin. 

To  God  for  mercy  cried, 
Backsliders  also  were  reclaimed, 

Believers  sanctified. 

To  God  for  his  abounding  grace. 

All  praise  and  glory  be. 
We  hope  to  praise  his  name  for  this, 

To  all  eternity. 


PORTSMOUTH  SIXPENNY 
READINGS. 

Ln  the  town  hall  at  Portsmouth, 
Some  meetings  have  been  held, 

Which  to  the  aged  and  the  youth. 
Did  greatest  pleasure  yield. 

Both  evenings  those  who  did  attend, 
Some  happy  hours  enjoyed, 

Each  meeting  did  begin  and  end. 
Of  all  ill  feeling  void. 

FIRST  NIGHT. 

Miss  Betts  on  the  piano  played 

An  interesting  tune, 
So  Misses  Dabbs,  and  Wilson  did 

Soon  as  Miss  Betts  was  done. 

ln  order  next,  J.  Walker  sung 

A  very  pleasing  song, 
With  whose  sweet  voice  the  hall 
ring 

In  echoes  loud  aud  long. 

Readings  by  Mr.  Mudie  then. 
The  audience  did  impress, 

Then  Mrs.  Hubble  sweetly  sung. 
When  ended  his  address, 


J.  Allen  next,  unto  the  throng, 

Did  read  ill  voice  sublime, 
Miss  Henderson  then  sang  n  sons:, 

Of  sweet  and  noble  rhyme. 

All  in  conclusion  did  unite, 
To  close  the  pleasing  scene, 

And  sang  with  pleasure  and  delight, 
God  save  our  gracious  Queen. 

SECOND  NIGHT. 

I  The  meeting  on  the  second  night, 
I     With  music  ushered  in, 
I  While  Mrs.  Yates,  and  Miss  A.  Yates 
With  singing  did  begin. 

A  song  by  Mr.  Gildersleeve, 

In  tones  of  music  rare, 
W  as  sung  in  a  melodious  voice, 

To  an  attractive  air. 

Captain  Magill,  then  read  aloud, 

In  such  impressive  style, 
As  did  the  audience  old  and  young. 

Most  pleasingly  beguile. 

Singing  by  Mrs.  Yates  did  then 

The  audience  entertain, 
Then  Mr.  Mclntyre  to  all. 

Did  read  aloud  again. 

Each  pleasing  exercise  now  o'er, 

And  every  mind  serene, 
All  joined  in  singing  as  before, 

God  save  our  gracious  Queen, 

TOBACCO. 

Among  the  inventions  man  has  sought, 
Which  leads  the  mind  astray. 

Which  is  indulged  with  much  delight, 
Tobacco  bears  the  sway. 

On  every  hand  where'er  you  go, 

The  habit  does  prevail, 
This  noxious  weed  to  smoke  <>r  chew, 

And  its  vile  fumes  inhale. 

Not  only  does  it  mar  the  looks. 

And  spoil  man's  beauty  fair, 
The  constitution  it  nmsucks, 

And  does  the  vitals  wear. 
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The  nervous  system  it  destroys, 
Man's  reason  prostrate  lays, 

The  senses  all  it  oft  anoys, 

Throughout  his  nights  and  days, 


Prevents  him  mauy  hours  ol  sleep, 

It  so  effects  the  mind, 
Its  active  vigor's  caused  to  droop, 

And  body's  power.-,  combined. 


His  minor  works  we  every  day, 
Willi  increased  wonder  view. 
The  most  minute  of  which  display, 
!     His  power  and  wisdom  too. 

i  While  beasts  mid  birds  of  various  kind 
His  heavenly  skill  display, 
His  works  of  providence  combine. 
To  show  his  wonderovs  wavs. 


More  damage  to  the  human  race, 

Than  we  can  estimate. 
Is  done  by  its  excessive  use, 
M  en's  lusts  to  satiate. 


THE  P A K  K  OF  ({Ob. 


Mow  glorious  the  almighty  Lord, 
Who  all  thi"gs  did  create, 

W.io  reigns  I))-  angel  hosts  ador'd, 
!  n  everlasting  state. 


By  his  almighty  word  of  power, 

The  universe  did  rise, 
Whose  numerous  worlds  for  ever  more. 

His  majesty  display. 

The  extent  of  his  glorious  work, 
No  power  can  comprehend, 

Infinitude  their  number  mark. 

Which  far  all  thoughts  transcend. 


The  sun,  that  glorious  orb  of  light, 

His  handiwork  displays, 
He  numerous  w*orlds  supplies  with  heat 

And  lights  them  with  his  rays. 

How  beauteous  does  this  eath  appear, 

On  which  we  daily  tread, 
Producing  various  grains  each  year, 

Which  millions  tills  with  bread. 


While  worlds  as  numerous  as  the  sand 
Are  emblems  of  God';  power, 

With  admiration  fills  the  mind. 
And  pleasure  evermore. 


oli >  kitty  McClelland. 


Old  Kitty  McClelland,  a  wonder  is  she, 

To  all  of  her  sex  and  her  age, 
The  queerest  old  woman  that  ere  you 
did  see. 

To  describe  her  in  vain  I  engage. 
Her  features  resemble  an  African  sla  ve. 

Her  figure's  light  and  airy. 
This  is  the  appear uc?.  nature  gave 

To  Kate  of  Ballenderrv. 

She  married  a  very  peculiar  old  man. 

In  Ireland  her  native  place, 
That  they  are  well   mated   all  people 
will  nw])f 
Both  in  their  appearance  and  ways. 
An  American  Indian's  resemblance  lie 
wears, 

No  European  likeness  dots  he  cany. 
Just  calculated  it  appears, 
For  Kate  of  ^v.llcnderry. 

No  decent  apparel  old  Peter  has  worn 

Since  Kate  hsa  been  his  wife, 
Both  cordially  agreed  when  in  marriage 
they  joined, 

To  lead  a  Hottentot's  life. 
That  such  a  life  the  two  did  lead. 

It  is  a  truthful  story. 
Old  Petn-  Smart  of  Kerry  hill. 

And  Kate  of  Ballanderrv. 

When  they   were  joined  in  marriage 
bands, 

For  Canada  they  shor'ly  sailed, 
Where,   when    they  cleared  sufficient 
land, 

A  rough  log  shanty  they  did  build, 
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Together  there  like  Indians  lived, 
Like  filthy  niggers  were  they, 

Old  Peter  Smart  of  Kerry  hill, 
And  Kate  of  Ballanderry. 

<  >ld  Peter  wrought  with  all  his  might, 

In  chopping  down  the  forest  trees. 
Then  with  his  neighbors  took  delight 

In  working  at  the  lodging  bees, 
Delight  in  drinking  liquor  took. 

And  late  at  night  would  tarry, 
Then  stagger  home  at  twelve  o'clock 

To  Kate  of  Ballenderry. 


All  out  of  humor  he  would  find, 

Old    Kitty,  when   he  would  come 
home, 

To  scolding  him  she  always  joined. 

( )ld  Peter  then  would  rage  and  foam 
His  language  fell  both  thick  and  fast. 

While  Kate  was  in  a  flurry. 
He  laid  down  all  her  actions  past, 

To  Kate  of  Ballenderry. 


The  greatest  comfort  of  his  life, 
In  which  supreme  delight  he  took, 

Was  a  large  well  baked  wheaton  loaf. 
And  slice  of  mutton  from  +he  cook. 

For  hours  himself  he  would  regale 
If  furnished  with  sufficient  food. 

On  victuals,  at  his  every  meal 

Well  seasoned,  nourishing  and  good. 


Most  imsagacious  of  his  race, 

So    sluggish  nothing  scarce  could 
learn, 

Vet  lie  with  perfect  acuteness 
Could  recognize  the  dinner  horn. 


New  life  within  him  seemed  to  glow 
When  once  for  meals  the  horn  did 
sound, 

His  sluggishness  awav  he  threw 


While  he  with  haste 
bound. 


did  homeward 


When  Peter  used  to  go  town, 

In  drinking  he  would  spend  a  while, 

When  Kate  and  he  would  have  a  round 
When   he  came  home  with  liquor 
full, 

The   pots  and    pans    he'd  sometimes 
break, 

She'd  call  him  an  old  tory, 
The  pot  stick  Peter  then  would  take, 
To  Kate  of  Ballenderry. 


the  Contented  farmer. 

His  hours  are  busily  employed. 
And  health  ana  happiness  enjoyed, 

Time  passes  sweetly  by. 
While  he  his  land  for  seed  prepares. 
Or  else  Ins  implements  repairs 

To  work  more  easily. 


TliK  FARMER'S  DOG. 


A  wealthy  farmer  of  renown 

Kept  in  his  house  some  years  ago 

A  dog,  in  colour  darkish  brown, 
Quite  small  in  size,  of  courage  low. 

Obedient  to  his  master's  will 

He  seemed  to  study  <ill  day  long 

How  perfectly  he  could  fulfil 

His  duty,  shunning  what  was  wrong. 


When  trouble  does  his  mind  invade, 
His  wife  and  family  make  him  glad 

It  is  their  sole  delight. 
What  happiness  to  him  the  yield 
When  from  the  labors  of  the  held 

He  does  return  each  night. 

He  labors  on  in  earnest  hope 
That  he  will  reap  a  bounteous  crop 

When  reaping  time  does  come. 
That  joy  and  gladness  he'll  obtain 
When  gathering  in  tlx;  golden  grain 

I  n  his  beloved  home. 


18 


OLD  ROBIN. 

Beware  of  old  Robin,  the  Satanic  man. 
With  the  long  gray  board  and  staff  in  his 
hand, 

An  agent  of  Satan  is  he  in  disguise, 
To  further  the  work  of  the  Devil  he  tries. 
For  to  cover  up  his  hoaxing  when  it  is 
found  out, 

With  a  staff  in  his   hand  on  a  mission 
starts  out, 

But  before  setting  out  on  his  errand  of 
deceit, 

Re   consults  with  old  nicky  in  secret 
retreat. 


Some  plan  to  old  Robin,  does  Nicky  sug- 
gest, 

Then  with  an  old  sheepskin  his  head  it  is 
dressed, 

Thus  rig'd  in  equipage  he  starts  on  his 
way, 

With  some  of  his  neighbors  to  spend  half 
a  day. 

With  some  evil  story  he  blindfolds  their 
mind, 

To  cover  up  the  falsehood  he  first  left 
behind. 

With  Nicky's  approval  his  mind  is  releas'd 
But  e'er  he  gets  home,  he's  as  much  dis- 
tressed, 

He  then  todies  home  in  a  sorry  plight,  j 
And  with  all  in  the  house  he  is  ready  to  ! 
fight.  1 


To  change  his  apparel  to  {lie  chain  Vr  he 
goes, 

There  on  the  old  couch  he  takes  some 
repose . 

And  while  resting  there  and  composing 
his  mind, 

To  give  over  lying  he  feels  half  inclined. 
All   Nicky's  suggestions   and  wiles  he 
finds  vain. 

And  so  he  resolves  not  to  mind  them 
again, 

But  Nicky  unwilling  to  loose  the  old  tool 
Suggests  to  his  mind  some  good  working 
rule, 

Which  Nicky  assures  if  he  will  pursue, 
Will  prove  him  a  gentleman  honest  and 
true 

So  with  a  light  heart  and  a  staff  in  his 
hand, 

Old  Robin  goes  forth  to  pursue  the  new 
plan, 

By  the  tale  which  he  brings  people  know- 
its  not  true, 

So  Robin  and  them  has  a  how  do  you  do, 

Old  Robin  chagrined  at  being  found  out. 

In  such  petty  tales,  he  goes  home  in  a 
pout, 

Complains  of  dyspepsia  and  ache  in  £the 
head, 

And  with  these  reflections  he  gets  into 
bed, 

How  good  and  how  happy  I  m»w  might 

have  been, 
Had  I  ne'er  minded  Nicky  and  kept 

from  all  sin. 


* 


